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Gabriella Grossberqer 


The Scapegoat 


The April suri. pours through the open window Of my room 
as I curl up with my current heroine. Scarlet O'Hara. Only in 
fiction can one so delicate overcome the collapse of her world 
and survive, I reflect. Through the open window a discordant 
note interrupts my reverie. The neighbor's radio is blaring 
"Deutschland Uber Alles." i get up to shut my window when my 
glance falls underneath on a parade of goosestepping soldiers ' 
marching to the tune I thought was coming from the radio. I 
hastely open my radio, trying t^catch the station my parents 
listen to lately at a low volume, followed by anxious whispers., 
the voice comes from across the English Channel: "This 
morning the German Army marched inU Budapest..." 


April 28, 1944. Today bulletins appear in the hallway of 
our apartment house building and all over the walls of the city: 

As of May first, all Jews must wear a yellow 
badge on the left side of their outer clothing. 

All males from 18 to 45 years of age are to 
report at once to the district police for 

in work brigades. No Jew is allowed 
on the streets between the hours of twelve noon 
and twelve midnight. Heil Hitler." 


Our building is designated to be part of the ghetto. That means 
we are to accommodate several families so that those who live 
outside this area may move in. Even though we have good neigh¬ 
bors, everyone decides to stay in their own apartment, if only 
in one room, and give up the other rooms for strangers. They 
come with l^eir suitcases, bundles, lugging .^long their most 
treasured pos|fai«tl^]fts, when forced to leave their homes in the 
better neighborhoods of the city. The numbers who must move 
decreases somewhat by the high suicide rate, especially among 
intellectuals and Converts who believed that assimilation into 


the surrounding tulture is their passport to the ammenities of 
Western civilization. Our three room apartment is invaded by 
two families, each getting a room. The only bathroom is now 
shared by twelve people of various ages. m the kitchea we 
sat up a schedule, who may prepare meals at what time. Because 
grandmother would have to share her bed also to accomodate our 
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family of six. we decide to take her to a hospital . hoping that 
the 111 and old will be spared the indignities heaped on us. 

The problems are compounded by the eager cooperation of the 
Hungarian equivalent of the German S.S.-No one can hide from 
these Arrow Cross gang roaming the streets. Zoli, one of our 
tenants did not return since yesterday. We fear that he missed 
the curfew and has been caught and marched to the Danube to be 
lined up at the waters edge and shot. That is the usual fate 
of those who disobey orders. His wife did not leave the window 
since last night. Their son will turn eighteen next week and 

he'll have to leave for the work brigade, tb join those men of 
whom- no- one has ever heand again. 


Summer arrived and the oppressive heat increases the dis- 
comfort of the crowded apartment. Food .'becomes more scarce 

daily.- Often I have to come home without anything from my 
shopping errands, because by the time my turn comes on the bread¬ 
line the curfew forces the.crowd to disperse and rush home. 

Today I was-lucky and because I lined up at seven in the morning' 
I received a whole bread. But on my way home with my precious 
load, the airraid siren forcej me to hide in a doorway. The 
smell of the freshly baked bread invades my nostrils as I press>,- 
against the wall and only the all clear signal saves me from 

the temptation to devour the bread andjreach home with my eagerly 
ciwaited'treasure. 

In September, the high holydays find the entire population 
of the ghe.tto..in^the only synagouge existing within it's walls, 
".rs. Klein, Zoli's wife, now alone in the world, joins us . The 
subdued sobbing is, peareed with anguished cries as the cantor 
recites the prayer, . GnsaneTqkef: 


day of judgement. . .on which it is 

shall die;who 

/shAll perish/ by water, who by fire...who by 
hunger and who by thirst... /However/ ^ 

SS^ee^” charity may avert the evil 


October 25 
misterious 


. My father, out daily from 
errand, today returned with 


morning till noon on some 
great excitement. 
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I5e Obtained aryan identification documents foe all Qf us after 
fumOfi that 'the ghe'^tb is to be liqidated and the occupants 
shipped off to unknown destinations outside of Hungary became 
more frequent. Mother is to go to the provinces, as a cook for 
a wealthy family, Geza, my fourteen year old brother is to be 
an apprentice in a bakery. The baby, two year old Erwin is 
being taken in by a family in return for all our jewelry and 
better pieces of furniture. Tomorrow is my Sixteenth birthday. 

I am walking in haste, accompanied by my father, who follows at a 
fljjistance. .He wears the yellow badge but r,do not. My long, 
blond hair braided in peasant fashion, I am now Julia. I have 
her birthcertifica te and also her prayerbook^n my pvarse. I, 

'-^ulia, must know the prayers, I studied it all through last night. 
We arrive to Vadasz Street. This is Hunter Street where 
numberlS, flying the Swiss', flag, is my destination. Leading to 
it‘s entrance a line of people stretch around the block. I miust 
try to get in, ny father insists. I cross the street to join the 
line while he stays, watching me and murmuring his special, 
emergency psalms. A uniformed man approaches met "Identification 
cardl*; he barks. I stare at his arrow cross on his green shirt, 
his chest nearly bursting with selfimportance. I open my purse 
with shaking hands to get my I,D.‘card. He notices the prayer 
book and with a devilish gleem in his eyes he asksi "Let me 
hear you recite the Lord's prayer. "Our Father in Heaven..." 
the lines are clear in my mind but I am tongue-tied. "Welljt'hihe 
suddenly relents "if you are a Christian you ought to be ashamed 
that you don't know your prayers, and if you are a stinking 
Jewess.. .Jteat." I move away in a daze, ray steps measured to 
prove I thing to fear, I am Julia. Then, out of his sightj 

I join around the comer. Mounted policemen, using 

their horswhips try to disperse the crowd. Occasionally, when 
the door opens to admit an official, the crowd surges forward, 
pressing through the open door. I am short and eventually I 
succeed in being swept inside. 

I sense my mother's gentle touch and hear her soft whisper 
as I am on the threshold of awakening from a deep, deep sleep. 

As always, I am reluctant to part from my cozy featherbed. But 
as I attempt to turn around to drift back to sleep, I feel an 

t .... . • 







4- 


obstacle. Slowly, I open one of my eyes and see a fully clothed 
human body at my side. No...please G.d, let it be a nightmare 
and let me aweken in my home, in my old bed I I close my eyes 
tightly. Tears began to iflow freely as I awaken to the reality 



of 'the glass houses Was it only 


here? I already regret my effort to enter this coveted building. 
I abandoned my family. For what reason am I to survive if they 
are not? I must extricate my arms, enclosed as I am on both .ic 
sides because my skin begins to itch. I touch the straw spread 
on the floor upon which I am laying and feel tiny, sharp part¬ 
icles and I remember... this "Swiss" house is but an abandoned 
glass factory. Lucky that I am fully clothed as are the others 
so that only my hands and legs are exposed to the glass embeded 
in the straw "mattress." 

The human bodies beside me slowly stir as the morning light 
penetrates the attic, which is our hiding place. Up here we are 
all teenagers; families with jsmall children occupy the floor 
benath; older people are in the basement. Two thousand people 
was the count ^^esterday when I entered, yet no one objects to 
us new arrivals even ahough it means less space, less food and 
less safety. The flat, breadlike substance distributed, my first 
breakfast here, tastes biVtter in my mouth. I almost choke on 
the first bite. A young Nazi officer suddenly appears out of 
nowhere. I know there is no place-tor hide. I grab the arms of 
the girl next to me. She turns to face me and notices the fear 
in my eyes. She pulls me aside and whisperst " He is Pinches, 
the Rabbi's son. He goes out in this disguise to bring us food 
and maybe some clothes. Let's pray he'll be backl" Then 
she pulls me to a distant corner where a group of teens are 
sitting!on the ground in a circle. A slightly older youth is 
begining to hum ^ song as we join them. The old, familiar tune 
provokes me to tears again. It recalls the Friday night dinners 
in my home, father singing the very same tune, welcoming the 
Sabbatht queen...Hpther and ly dressed in our best, my brothers 
opposit me joining in, as the sweet melody grpws louder and 
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lauder, rising higher and higher... The leader now switches to 
an unfamiliar tune, defiant and triumphant at once. The 
language is familiar yet strange. I recognize the language of 
the Bible, the ancient, new tongue of Hebrew, 

** Mi yivne ha*Gallil?; ” and all join in the answeri ** Anu yivne 
ha *Gallil {•' We pledge tcr^rebuild the Land. Soon he starts 
a song pn my grandparent’s language, Yiddish, as he sings the 
song of the Polish-Jewish partizansj '* Zug nisht keinmohl az di 
qezt in letzten wehq, kxmen wet nach Inzer beste shuh, und 

trotzt,,, inc zemmer du ! ” We now dare to bel^ve with him; that 
this isn’t our final journey, that we shall survive against all 
odds. We instinctively form a chain, joining arms, swaying to 
the rhythm of the songs, now melancholy, now hopeful and defiant. 

At noon, the dowling out of a thin liquid, masquarading as soup, 
interrupts us. We line up in the courtyard where, from a huge 
cattle, the soup is distributed. Our breath comes steaming in 
the cold air and our fingers freeze onto the thinplates. After^'^'^^'^ 
we eagerly join Joseph, our instructor, who is recounting the 
biblical narrative of the perilous jouney which led the former 
Egyptian slaves to the Promised Land. We are ready to fly on 
the wings of eagles to rebuild, “to drain the swamps and to 
fertilize the barren soil to yield once again milk and honey. 
Huddled together in our dream, we forget hunger and cold for a 
while. Only the constantly surging croWd, going nowhere reminds 
us that we are prisoners here with no knowledge of the length 
of our sentence. My friend, Eva, finds romance in this sordid 
place. She lowers her eyes each time Moshe searches her face 
with longing. She knows that her parents, who are downstairs, 
will not allow her, who grow up with French governesses refining 
her Hungarian education, to associate with this provincial fellow 
no matter how his white teeth glimmer in his pleasant face. 

Yesterday the S.S. broke through the door and lined us up, 

I was elated that finally I will join the rest of the Jews, 
wher^ever they may be. But the Hungarian police force, eager 
to maintain some sort of civilized facade, prevented them from 
taking us away and angering the Swiss consul. This morning a 
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tall, slim man in a long overcoat and elegant hat came inside 
t'b glass house and ,with deep concern /he inspected the building, 
^hall never forget his warm, brown;^^ compassionate eyes-, tt 
was whispered that his name was Raul Wallenberg, 

It is the end of Decemberiihe increasingly frequent sound of 
the airraid sirens are welcomed by us, Whil'e the hunters, the 
arrow cross gang take refuge in airraid sh^^ters, Pinchas and 
Joseph can safely leave the building and until the all clear 
sound of the siren, they forage for ;the only food available 
in the city, horseflesh. Abandoned by their owner?'# the 
horses are killed by the machine-gun fire from the lowflying 
enemy planes, which promtfse us liberation. Between the sotand 
of the approaching bombers, deadly quite envelopes the city, ; 
its bridges connecting-iiBuda andrPest on either side of the Danube 
long destroyed by the retreating German forces, Th^ typhus 
among us reduces the hxongry mouths to be fed. We do not sing 
any more, 

January 4, 1945, An uneasy quite descends on the glass house; 

We decide to open the door. Soldiers JLn strange uniforms, 
wearing sque-KB- fur hats pass by in jeeps, machine guns in their 
hands, ready to fire. Our ragged group enthusiastically run 
toward them, shoutings "Jevre, Jevre, *• They lower their gians, 
knowing that Jews did not collaborate with the Germans, They 
offer us food, blankets and allow us to ride with them, I. kiss 
their hands, accept the choclate bar .,,and get off the jeep. 

In the deep snow, which partially covers the dead bodies which 
I first mistake for manequins thrown from shopwindows, I began 
to walk toward my former home. 

The housre still stands among the bombed oqt-ruins around it, 
and my heart throts with anticipation as I climb the familiar 
stairs. How I wish I would have the strength to run as I 
used to, coming home from school, ages, ago, I knock. My 
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birother, Geza, opens the door. His eyes are large in his thin 
face. Father, utterly grey, holds Erwin in his lap. Through 
tears of joy,! see he hardly gr^w since I have last seen him 
Those who moved in when we beeame part of the ghetto are still 
with us. Their former homes lost, they have nowhere to go. 

Our first task is to visit grandmother in the hospital. We 
receive her body. She refused to eat non-kosher food and starved 
to death. The ground in the-cemetery is frozen and there are no 
workers, so my father and brother dig a shallow grave and we 
bury her in her snowhite outfit I find hidden in a box which 
belonged to her. She wore those on Yom Kippur and I recalled 
that she a^ays remarked, -M*!! be hurried in these. » Mother, 
her only daughter, is not with us. There is no communication 
facility at all in the country, everyone is busy just to 
survive. During the day we visit the looted stores and collect 
the wooden shelves to lug home to heat the apartment. Bugs 
crawl freely and at night I try to sleep in the bathtub in the 
mistaken belief that the bedbugs won-t find me there. 

on the day I steal a piece of bread from our tenant after 
Erwin cries f^b food, father decides to try to reach the 
provinces someway until food is to be had in the city We 
b^dle up Erwin and tied to a ma^oshift sled, we pull'hi™ to 
the bombed out railway station, hoping to. catch a train going 
anywhere. Me are not alone. Around midnight a freight-train 
pulls in. We find an empty one and climb aboard. An o'ld iron 
stove, found in the waiting room is taken along, ifs chlmeny 
directed-toward the outside so we should not choke from the 

oTthl sft'" ^-ches 

Of the station. Some people have frozen potatoes and they share 

It, once they are baked on the flames. A day later, after 

sporadic stops and goes, we arrive to a village where, it is 
rumored that food is to be had All 
shelter and food. 




